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No Reply 


Author's Notes: 

Takes place when Fun'Da'Mental, Aki's visionary political hip hop world fusion group, opened for The Cult on the 
Big Day Out in Australia and the tour that followed in 1995, 

Mentioned people: Buzz, guitarist of Southern Death Cult in which lan used to sing before he disbanded the 
group in 1983 without ever giving a reason. In the same year, he started Death Cult with Billy Duffy, which 
later became The Cult. 

Aki, Barry and Buzz formed Getting The Fear with a new singer called Bee, and when they split, Aki and Buzz 
had the short-lived project JOY. 

Mark (Manning), later known as Zodiac Mindwarp, got to know SDC over the music magazin Flexipop which he 
worked for. He made friends with the band and is still rather close with Aki and Buzz. 


The silence. It's pissing him off. 

lan - Will you open for us on this four? but silent about everything else. 
No questions allowed. 

The crowd, crowd, not an audience, staring at him vacantly, barely moving. 


Anger makes his pulse go up up up and he's turning it into energy, going berserk, jumping and shouting and 


banging his head against the imaginary wall, the wall of silence. 

The music and the noise aren't met with a single echo. 

He's a flurry of motion, turning and racing and exploding right there on stage, and nobody moves with him. 
They stand around and stare, not even one head that nods faintly to the beat, not even one face that gives 
away a reaction other than disinterest. 

With the final note, he tosses the tambourine - lans tambourine - into a corner and leaves the stage, hearing 


a few polite claps that sound like humiliation 


Aki stings with sweat. He presses the fluffy whiteness of a fresh towel to his face - the luxury which platinum 
selling bands can afford, and when he puts it down again, there is Billy Duffy in front of him, guitar in his arm. 


"Good show," he states with an unimpressed voice and Aki doubts that he means it, but somehow he's not 
convinced that Billy wants to make fun of him either. 

If anything, he seems diplomatic. 

He has to be, because Aki is sure that it was lan's idea alone to let Fun'Da'Mental open as support slot of The 
Cult. An unusual combination, if it weren't for their common history. 

And Billy went with it. Though he was the one who took lan and two parts of the name with him. So that's 


something, at least. 


"Thank you," he says. 

"I'm sorry you didn't get more enthusiasm," Billy apologises. 

Aki doesn't care about acting cool and pretending something doesn't affect him when really, it does. But just as 
he stands here, making conversation to Billy Duffy out of all people, the gig becomes unimportant for a 
moment. Something else pains him much more. 


"| don't care. I've had it coming. They came for The Cult and a classic rock'n'roll show, and | didn’t think for 
once they would even get what we're doing." 

He pauses, hesitates and then succumbs to the need of delivering an ever so tiny sting to the man who ran 
away with his singer. 

"| did it just for lan, as a favour. He wanted it so much. Took him long enough to talk me into it, but he was 
almost pleading with me." 

Aki looks to the side. 

"And | cannot wave him off like that." 


There is a sudden softness to Billy's sharp features that shows understanding, and it is harder to bear than 
mockery or contempt would have been, as he says, "I know," and looks like he'd have a hard time too not 
granting lan's wishes. 

Aki's stomach feels unpleasant, because there are feelings that were set to be clear and straight, and now 


they're mixed up, and that makes him feel achy and sick. 


"When he really wants something, he knows how to have his way," Billy continues, and Aki thinks he can taste a 
hint of provocation in these words. "He's just like that." 


"Don't tell me how lan is.” 


Aki himself is taken aback by his words, and Billy stares at him silently, awkwardly, knowingly, and Aki feels 
ashamed for his sudden outburst. 
It is ridiculous, because by now lan and Billy have spent more time together than he and lan have been in the 


same band, he realises, and the thought really, really hurts. 
Then someone steps into the room like a sunray, and every pair of eyes around lights up. 


Billy mumbles about going to the dressing room and discretely vanishes, because he is not the asshole Aki 
sometimes wants to imagine him to be. 


And then he is alone with lan, which is welcomed and yet even worse. 


He has grown his hair, which Aki knows, because he has seen the videos, watched them actually, and he's clad 
in leather which suits him optically, but clashes with his personality, and still the effect of seeing lan in person 
after years does a wonderfully mean thing to him which was expected, but almost knocks the breath out of 
his lungs. 


A breath he held until now, he notices. 

And when lan opens his mouth, his voice sputters like a mountain stream, sparkling, pure and refreshing. 

Its still the same voice like back then, not the strange and different-sounding voice that nonetheless made him 
excited and managed to make him say yes at the other end of a telephone receiver some months ago. 

"| was just out there to see your show," his voice is innocent and full of joy. 

JOY, the last and disastrous band before Fun'Da'Mental, and Buzz never knew that he had lan's voice in mind 
when he suggested the name. 

"You are amazing." 


Despite how his chest swells with pride, he doesn't show it. Isn't able to. 


"| didn't see you there," he says instead and thinks if he had seen lan enjoy his music, it would've felt better 


on stage. More meaningful, and less futile. 
"| was in the rows at the back. Didn't want you to get distracted." 
lan is clumsy with words tonight, or is he just honest in a daring way? 


It would have been nice to get some attention," and Aki instantly regrets his own words, for the second time 


tonight. 


But he can't help if it makes him bitter, and why not let lan know it? 
Its a bitter irony that when lan speaks out about Native Americans, everybody listens, but when Aki, "the only 


Indian in the band", talks about indigenous people and minorities, nobody cares. It's as if all of his fighting is 
unseen, as if his struggle is invisible, as if he himself is nonexistent. It's been like this for years, and it doesn't 
seem to ever change, and sometimes the frustration consumes him. 


lan drags his leather jacket around himself guiltily, not looking like the rock star he's supposed to be at all. 


"What kind of idea was that anyway?" Aki looks him in the eye. 
There's a why lurking in the corners which is dangerous and shows a deep and hungry mouth; a mouth which 


needs to be fed. 


lan turns his eyes from the feral gaze directed at him, and avoids to fall prey to the claws of pressing 
question. Not to the real questions, anyway. The ones that are oldest, with bottomless throats like ocean 
abysses. 


| wanted to give you the opportunity." and while he says it, lan already knows how wrong and cocky he sounds 
without wanting it. Like he, after he walked out on the rest of the band, leaving only shreds behind of what 
used to be Southern Death Cult, took pity on his former bandmate. Like Aki depended on him. 


"to be listened to." His voice got a little lower and timid and there is some embarrassment. 
Because as he says it, he knows what it implies: That Aki needs him, needs the now famous and popular and 


generous lan, to get his message out, to make his voice heard. 
And that is a downright arrogant assumption, an insult. 
"What is this, development aid?" Aki wants to ask, but swallows it down. lan looks guilt-ridden enough. 


He wonders how lan would have looked, had he seen Aki after the breakup. He wonders if he'd been on lan's 
mind back then, along with Buzz and Barry whose hopes for making it big had been equally crushed, their backs 
equally stabbed. He wonders if lan thought about him, and he knows he must have - all of Aki's desperate calls 
turned down, and it took years for lan to look him in the eye again. 


Even Mark, ever sarcastic Mark, had shown signs of shock confronted with Aki's condition 
Mark had been terrified of seeing him broken, when before no skin in Britain could bruise neither his confidence 
nor his pride by telling him how worthless he was because of his origin, and then all it takes is lan stepping out 


of the band and both his life and he himself are shattered, and completely so. 


At first Mark teased him: "Oi, cheer up, paki boy, Duffy didn't steal your boyfriend!" But he shut up at the 
look Aki shot him then. 
And so Mark offered him a beer which he refused, and made mean jokes at lan's and Billy's expense, though 


that was well childish and they both were aware of it, and that was when Aki knew their friendship was reel. 


It took him a while to get back on his feet, to heal, though nothing had healed. 
There the wound was, as fresh as ten years ago, a red gash dripping blood on the floor, in which, Aki was 


sure, one of them would slip and get hurt tonight. 


But lan knows better than to step into the puddle, instead he looks at Aki with a challenging look, and stays 


calm. 


"You never know who listened to you. You never know when they will remember a sound, a scene, a word of 


yours. You never know when it blooms and you never know how it spreads." 
He hesitates. 


"You have given something and you will receive something for it. But sometimes it takes time. Lots and lots of 


time." 
He looks at the clock on the wall. 
"| gotta go outside. It's time." And he adds, "Good to see you." And he's gone. 


Some questions remain unanswered, for now. 


